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HISTORY OF 
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RINALDO RINALDINI 
(Continted,) 


Avrrer refreshing themselves, 
Rinaldo recommended them to 
act they please, being now cut 
off from the main body, “ but,” 
said he, “‘ my opinion is, that you 
Terlini, go out upon the scout 
with Bellione and Romato. Let 
Marco and Mangato do the same, 
and procure provisions. The rest 
of us will reconnoitre the forest: 
Before us we see the ruins ofa 


castle on a hill, in the midst of | 


the trees. Re thar our rendezvous, 
there we will meet again. This 
is my opinion, which, if it be dis- 
approved, every one may do as 
he pleases, for I have no right to 
demand explicit obedience. You 
are under the command of Luigi- 
no. Ludovico and Nero belong 
to me, and will continue with me, 
They hesitated—unresolved in 
what manner to act; at length 
they determined to join Luigi:, 


} stair-case 


| urging, as their reason, that their 
wives and children were with 
him. They according departed, 
and Rinaldo silently ascended the 
hill, where the ruins of the castle 
lay,and his companions followed 
him in silence. “ Here are foot 
steps in the grass” said Rinaldo, 
“‘ be careful to keep on your guard, 
As they approached the ruins, se- 
veral Birds took their flight, but 
they saw no human creature. 
They entered a large court, built 
round, having door-ways, with. 
out doors, and founda winding 
which they ascended, 
It led to the second story, where 
Rinaldo walked out upon a plat- 
form, grown over with laurel, to 
take a view of the country. To 
the left, beyond the wood, he be- 
held a beautiful valley ; to the 
right were mountains, and among 
the rest, he perceived the castle 
belonging to the Countess of Mar- 
tagno, and expressed a wish to 
hear some’ intelligence of her, 
which Ludovico no sooner heard, 
than he immedia‘ely volunteered 











| his services to go,and obtain some 
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information, or perish in the at- 
tempt. Thus he departed, and 
Rinaldo remained deeply immers- 
ed in thought, till Nero awakened 
him from his reverie, by observ- 
ing that he saw a house in the 
forest. He looked towards the 
place, but eould only perceive the 
roof. He immediately resolved to 
d'scover who inhabited the house, 
and left the castle, Nero follow- 
ing him in silence. 


At length they came to an 
open place, and were scarcely ten 
paces from the house, when the 
sound of a guitar struck their ear, 
and induced them to stop. Upon 
listening, they heard a voice sing- 
iug, but could only distinguish the 
burden of the song, which was 
on love. “ Ha!” said Rinaldo, 
«since love is the subject of the 
song, we have little to fear. In 
the asylum of love and pleasure, 
no ambush awaits us.” Thus 
saying, he alvanced towards the 
house, and Nero involuntarily fol- 
lowed him, but being prepared for 
some misechance, took his musket 
in his hand upon the full cock. 


Before the door sat a man ina 
brown hermit’s dress, who had no 
sooner perceived the unexpected 
Visitorsthan he laid down his 
guitar, and springing forward a 
few steps, stopped, and called out, 
«* Ts it possible ? do my eyes de- 


ceive me? are you really he ?” | 


‘¢ ‘That ‘voice,® said» Rinaldo, 








« Good heavens! are you he? 
are you my dear Cinthio?” «I 
am,” cried he, and instantly em- 


| braced Rinaldo. “Here in my 


house, (said Cinthio) we will ce- 
lebrate this unexpected meeting 
with a cheerful glass.” They 
now sat down to some refresh. 
ment, and eat with great appetite, 
and drank freely. Upon being re- 
quested, Cinthio gave an account 
of himself. “ When I made my 


escape from that bloody affray in 


Calabria, I wandered about among 
the mountains, with my wuunds, 
till I met with a good old hermit, 
who received me at his hermitage, 
dressed my wounds, and attended 
me. To this worthy man I dis- 
covered myself, and he expatiated 
so much to me on the excellence 
of virtue, that I promised him to 
forsake my former course of life, 
and to live with piety and strict- 
ness in @ monastery ; and was 
even on my way thither, when I 
was met by six of my old com- 
rades who had escaped from Cala- 
bria, and by them persuaded to 
enter again into our former busi- 
ness, I continued with them some 
time, till having proposed an at- 
tack upon a monastery not very 
distant, we attempted it, and our 
design was frustrated by a party 
of militia that was in the neigzh- 
bourhood the band totally annihi. 
lated, and I myself very near be- 
coming a prisoner. Fortune, how- 
ever, still enabled meto makemy 
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essape on board. of a corn vessel 
bound for Malta. On board this 
vessel I sailed, and as we lay off 
Sicily, left her, and went ap the 
country. Here I fell in with some 
fellows of my own stamp, whom 
I joined, and carried on in a small 
had formerly 

Having at 


way the trade we 
pursued in the great. 
length collected a geod heap of 
gcld, my people insisted on a di- 
ates; which being complied 
with, they left me, saying, they 
had enouzh to get into some cre- 
ditad!e business. Tired of robbe- 
ry and plunder, I put on a travel- 








ler’s dress, But my former habits 
and pursuits Jed me to seek out t || 
every hole and corner where I ex- 7 
pected to find people of my own 
stamp. I was once so fortunate 
as to find two bags of gold, which | 


had certainly belonged to some ji 


rich man, for they were sealed | 
with a very large coat of arms. 


I was scarcely possessed of this 
treasure, before I began to think 
of retirement. I put on this dress, 
and went to a village about a 
leazue from this spot, where I 
waited on the forrester of the 
place, whom I informed of my in- 
tention of living as a hermit. He 
told me his late master, the baron 
had, three years before his death, 
adopted that mode of life through 
Pinclination ; that he had built 
himself a house in the forest, and 


| 
| 
| 
! 
| 


| 
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| lived as a hermit til! his 
& 





death ; that his son lived in the 


town, was always in want of 


money, and would doubtless sell 
I bougit it, and 


7 


now liveon iny own'estate. i 


me the hon<e. 


have now a sweet-heart also, a 
lovely girl, who stipplies me with 
milk, bread, exys, butter, and other 
and visits me every 


She is the forrester’s 


provisions, 
three days. 
daughter. We have already form- 
ed cur Her father, 
who knows cf her attachment, 


pian of life. 


will give up his place to me, and 
Temove hither, where he wiil pass 
the remainder of his days, wit. 
nessing the happiness of his only 
child Eugenia.” 


The girl herself now unexpect- 
edly arrived, and was astonished 


j to find so many strangers with 


her lover, who introduced them 
to her as his friends. Eugenia, 
however, seemed to take no par~ 
ticular likingtothem, and appeared 
much embarrassed, which Cinthio 
perceiving, encouraged her to 
speak. ‘+ You need not fear my 
visito s. I have already told you 
they are my friends, and you have 
no secrets, I suppose?” ‘ No se- 


; crets,” replied she, “ but I am in 


great trouble.” “In trouble! 
(exclaimed Cinthio) what is it 
that troables you, and on whose 
account?’ “On yours. You 
have heard of the great robber Ri- 
naldini ? he is in the neighbour. 


hood. He must be a very fearful 
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man! The militia haye attacked 
his band, and are still fighting 
with them. Our soldiers too, are 
sent out, and even the horse. My 
father thought you would proba- 
bly go out against the robbers in- 
stead of him, I know you will 
do it, and this it is that makes me 
so uneasy. God knows what may 
happen! Perhaps you will be 
brought back a corpse, and I am 
sure I cannot survive you.” 


« Then you would rather that 
your father would go himself?” 
said Cinthio. “ WouldI!” ex- 
claimed she, “ you know too well 
I would ; yet it would break my 
heart to see my poor old father 
brought back a corpse ; still would 
I have Cinthia—he would then 
protect me.” ¢ I will make you 
& proposal,” said Rinaldo, who, 
till now, had remained silent, *¢ In- 
stead of Cinthio, ict me go out 
against this Rinaldini, and I will 
bring him to your wedding as a 
marriage present.” Will you 
then ?” exclaimed she, half beside 
herseif, “ Cinthio free! and my 
poor dear father too! oh, inesti- 
mable man! Perform your propo- 
sition, and the best wishes of a 
grateful heart shall ever attend 
you.” “Calm your agitation,” 
replied Cinthio, “ all may yet be 
well; besides, what would you 
say, were I to tell you I was proof 
sgainst steel or bullets 2” 


Scarcely had he uttered this 


sentence, when a confused noise 
was heard outside of the house, 
and at length a mypsket went off ; 
they started, and Eugenia ex- 
claimed, “‘ Holy Virgin! my heart 
whispers that Rinaldini is here !” 
Thus saying, she sunk into achair, 
white Cinthio and his friends seiz- 
ed their arms. 
(To be continued.) 


—— 


For the Weekly Visitor. 


Mr. Enrror, 


A N amiable and much respec- 
ted friend of mine, whose real 





name I shall conceal under that 
| of Dawson, had lately the misfor- 
tune of losing a wife, who was 
not only peculiarly beautilul, but 
who-ve soul was the. mansion of 
eyery virtue, and of every elegant 
accomplishment, She was sud- 
denly cut off in the flower of her 
age, after having lived twelve 





li years with the best and most af- 


fectionate of husbands. A perfect 
tion,a kindred delicacy of taste 
and sentiment, had linked their 
hearts together in early youth, 
and each succeeding year seemed 


affluent fortune, they preferred the 
tranquility of the country to all 








| the gay pleasure of the Capital. 


similarity of temper and disposi.’ 














but to add new strength to their | | 
affection. Though possessed of an | 
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In the cultivation of their estate 
in cherishing the virtuous industry 
of its inhabitants, in ornamenting 
a beautiful seat, in the society of 
another, in the innocent prattle of 
their little children, and in the 
company ofa few friends, Mr. 
Dawson, and his Amelia found 
every wish gratified, and their 
happiness complete 


My readers will judge, then, 
what must have been Mr. Daw- 
son’s feelings, when Amelia was 
thus suddenly torn from him in 
the very prime of her life, and in 
the midst of her felicity. Idread- 
ed the effects of it upon a mind of 


_of his nice and delicate sensibility ; 


and, receiving a letter from his 
brother, requesting me to come to 
them, I hastened thither, to en- 
‘endeavour, by my presence, to as- 
tuage his grief, and prevent those 
fatal consequences, of which I was 
30 apprehensive. 


As I approached the house, the 
sight of all the well-known scenes 
brought fresh into my mind the 
remembrance of Amelia ; and I 
felt myself but ill qualified to act 
the part of a comforter. I trembled 
and would have giventhe world 
to go back: A heart-felt surrow 
sat on the countenance of every 
servant ; and I walked into the 
house, without a word being ut- 


tered.: I was met by the old but- 


ler, who was grown grey-headed 
in the family; and he conducted 


me 








me up stairs. As I walked up, 
I commanded firmness enough to 
say, * Well. William how is Mr. 
Dawson ?? The old man, turning 
about with a look that pierced 
my heart, ‘Oh, Sir our excellent 
Lady !’—Here'is grief overwhelm- 
ed him; andit was with difficul- 
ty he was able to open to me the 
door of the apartment. 


Mr. Dawson, ran and embra« 
ced me with the warmest affee- 
tion, and after a few moments, as- 
sumed a firmness, and even an 
ease, that surprised me. His bro. 
ther, with a sister of Amelia’s and 
someother friendsthat were in the 
room, appeared more overpowered 
than my friend himself, who by 
the fortitude of his behaviour, 
seemed rather to moderate the 
grief of those around him, than to 
demand their compassion for him- 
self. By his gentle and kind at- 
tentions, he seemed anxious to re- 
lieve their sorrow, and, by a kind 
of concerted tranquility, strove to 
prevent their discovering , any 
symtoms of the bitter anguish 
which preyed upon his mind. His 
countenance was pale and _his eyes 
betrayed that his heart was.ill at 
ease ; but it was that silent and 
majestic sorrow which commands 
our reverence and our admiration. 


Next morning after breakfast I 
chanced to take up a volume of 
Mestastasio, that lay among other 
books upon a table, and, as I was 
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rping over thi 


-.per, with something written on 


dropped upon the floor, Mr. 
itup : andas he 
ked at it, I saw the tears start 
and fetching a deep 
into a Jow and 


o his eyes, 
‘h, he uttered, 
ken voice, * fy poor Ame=- 
/ /*—Tt was the translation of 
favourite passage 
il been Pineetee but had left 
‘inished. As if uneasy lest I 


! perceived his emotion, he 


.relessly threw bis arm over my 


u'der, and reading aloud a few 


aesof the page which I held o- 


mm in my hand, he went into 
ue remarks on the poetry of 
vit elegant Author. Some time 

r, I observed him take up the 
uk, and carefully replace the slip 
oaper where it had been, put 
ie the volume in his pocket. 


Mr. Dawson proposed that we 
ould walk out, and that he him- 
‘ would accompany us. As we 
ped thro’ the hall, one of my 
‘ad’s youngest boys came run- 
ixup, and catching his Papa by 
hand, cried out with joy, that 
damma’s Rover was returned.” 
iis Was a Spaniel who had been 
favourite of Arnelis, and had 
»wed her in ail her walks; but 
er her death, had been sent to 
house of a villayer, to be out 
he immediate sitht of the fam- 
Having somehow made its 


-pe from thence, the dog had 


e leaves a slip of 


which she - 











that fieniailin ud his way home # 
and as soon as ne saw Mr. Daw- 
son, leaped upon him with an ex. 
cess of fondnes. I \saw my friend’s 
lips and cheeks quiver. He catch- 
ed his little Frank in his arms ; 
and, fora few moments, hid his 
face in his neck. 


As we traversed his delightful 
grounds, many different scenes na- 
turally recalled the rememberance 

Amelia. My friend, indeed, in 
order to avoid some of her favour- 
ite walks, had conducted us an un- 
usual road ; but what corner could 
be found that did not bear the tra- 
ces of her hand? Her elegagt 
taste had marked the peculiar 
beauty of each different scene, and 
brought it forth to view with such 
a happy delicacy of art, as to 
make it seem the work of nature 
alone. As we crossed certain paths 
inthe woods, and passed by some, 
I discerned emotion in my friend’s 
countenance; but he instantly 
stifled it with a firmness and. dig- 
nity that made me careful not to 
seem to observe it. 


Towards night, Mr. Dawson, 
having stolen out of the room, his 
brother and I stepped to the ter- 
race behind the house. It was the 
dusk of the evening, the air was 
mild and serene, and the moon 
was rising in all her brightness 


4, from the cloud of the East. The 
1 


fineness of the night made us ex- 
tend our walk, and we strayed 
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into a hollow valley, whose sides 
are covered with trees overhang- 
inz 2 brook that pours itself along 
over broken rocks. Weapproached 
a rustic Grotto placed ina seques- 
tered corner under a half-impen- 
ding rock. My companion stop- 
ped. « This,” said he, was one of 
Amelia’s walks, and that Grotto 
was her favourite evening retreat. 
The last night she ever walked 
out, and the very evening she 
caught that fatal fever, I was 
with my brother and her, while 
we sat and read to each other in 
that very place.” While he spoke, 
we perceived a man steal out of 
the Grotto, and avoiding us, take 
his way by a path through a 
thicket of trees on the other side. 
‘‘ It is my brother,” said young 
Dawson; “he has been here in 
his Amelia’s favourite grove, in- 
dulging that grief he so carefully 
conceals from us.” 


We retnrned to the house, and 
found Mr. Dawson, with the rest 
ofthe company. He forced on 
some conversation, and even affec- 
ted a degree of gentle pleasantry 
during the whole evening. 


Such in short, is the noble de- 
portment of my friend, that, in 
place of finding it necessary to 
temper and moderate his greif, I 
must avoid seeming to perceive it, 
and dare scarcely appear even to 


which has befallen him. 1 too 
well know what he feels; but 
the more I know this, the more 
does the dignity of his recollection 
and fortitude excite my admira- 
tion, and command my silent at- 
tention and respect. 











How different is this dignified 
sorrow, from that weak and 
teazing grief which disgusts by its 
sighs and tears, and clamorous la- 
mentations! How much does 
such noble fortitude of deportment 
call forth our regard and reverence ! 
How muchis a character, in other 
respects estimable, degraded by a 
contrary demeanour ! How much 


‘does the excessive, the importu- 


nate and unmanly grief of Cicero, 
diminish the very high respect 
which we should otherwise enter- 
tain for the exhalted character of 
that illustrious Roman ! 


Writers on practical morality 
have described and analized the 
passion of grief, and have preten- 
ded to prescribe remedies for restor- 
ing the mind to tranquility ; but, 
I believe, little benefit has derived 
from any thing they have advised. 
To tell a person in grief, that time 
will relieve him, is truly applying 
no remady , and, to bid him re- 
flect how many others there may 
be who aré more wretched, isa 
very efficatious one. ‘The truth 
is, that the excess of this, as well 








think of the heavy calamity 


as of other passions, must’be pre- 



































BI FEE RS TARE BUTI EBT a 








Sane 


¥ "gre oo a es ee oe 


ae 


wou See RS 


awa 














THE WEEKLY VISITOR. 








ae 





vented rather than cured. It must 
be obviated, by our attaining that 
evenness and equality of temper, 
which can arise only from an im- 
proved understanding, and an _ha- 
bitual intercourse with fefined so- 
There will not, indeed, 
extempt us from the pangs of sor- 
row, but wil! enable us to bear 


ciety. 


them with a noble grace and pro- 
perty, end will render the pre- 
sence of our friends (which is the 
only remedy) a very effectual cure, 


This is well explained by a 
philosopher, who is no less elo- 
quent than he is profound. He 
justly observes, that we naturely, 
on all occasions, endeavoured to 
bring down our own passions to 
that pitch which those about us 
can correspond with. We view 
ourselves in the light in which 


we think their feelings can go a-. 


long with. With an intimate 
friend, acquainted with every cir- 
cumstance of our situation, we 
can, in some measure, give way 
to our grief, but are more calm 
than when by ourselves. Before 
a common ecquaintance, we as- 
sume a greater sedateness. Before 
a mixed assemb y, we affect a 
still more considerable degree of 
composure. Thus, by the com- 
pany of our friends at first, and af- 
terwards, by mingling with so- 
ciety, we come to suit our deport- 


ment to what we think they will | 


approve of ; we gradually abate 








the violence of our passion, and 
restore our minds to its wonted 
tranquillity. 

ALBERT: 


—— --- 


FOR THE VISITOR. 


ON HAPPINESS. 


Laprinss is a common ob. 
ject—every one is engaged in pur- 
suit of it, yet itis but seldom over- 
taken ; how few are there that 
ever reaches that summit of hap- 
piness which is to be experienced 
in this transitory scene—how nu- 
merous are the objects of this mis- 
taken world—how various are the 
opinions of mankind respecting 
this interesting subject ! 


The Miser’s happiness consists 
in wealth, and he imagines he 
has reached its summit, when he 
finds himself richer than his neigh. 
bour, and beholds his coffers stured 
with ill-gotten ore, to which he 
must, alas! very soon take a long 
farewell. On the contrary, the 
spendthrift’s happiness consists in 
giving loose to his irregular appe- 
tites, and pursuing with unbound. 
ed eagerness his unlawful plea- 
So that, in the opinion of 
mankind, happiness in general va- 


sures, 


ries according to the disposition of _ 


the people. But that person alone _ 
is truly happy, who has learned 
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to make himself content in what- 
ever situation providence has pla- 
ced him. 


It is a folly and misfortune that 
we should preferthe present to 
the futuré, the agreeable to the 
useful, and the shining to the so- 
lid. We are admirers of wit, beau- 
ty, wealth, titles, and every thing 
that sparkles with the brilliancy 
of external grandeur, though we 
probably approve plain and home- 
ly virtues, which form tke foun- 
dation of real excellence. It is 
with the cold feelings of unimpas- 
sionable judgment. Butin our 
youth, when our choice in life is 
commonly fixed, we are much 
more disposed to pursue that which 
we admire, than that which we 
only approve—that which in the 
end leaves us miserable, than that 
which leads direct to happiness. 
The consequences are, that the 
greatest nnmber generally form 
the earliest and most durable at- 
tachment to vanity. Sober max- 
ims, rules of prudence, dictates of 
justice, plain truth, simplicity in 
manners, constancy in friendship, 
and regularity in business, appear 
with few charms in the eyes of 
those who pant for the “ noble 
distinctions” of being remarked at 
public places for elegance of dress, 
and admired for the most splendid 
and fashionable person. 


The disorders of the imagina- 
tion, the illusions cf self-love, and 


—— 








& false delicacy of sense, are the 
sources from which we expect to 


| derive pleasure, but we are asto- 


nished when we behold nothing 
but fatigues, disgust, and satiety. 
What is it that we seek in balls, 
in spectacles, and assemblies ? this 
is the sentiment which we hope 
to find there, but for which we 
hope in vain ; all the pleasures 
that those places afford, are with- 
out taste or flavor; the open air 
is as necessary for the dilation of 
the heart, as for the expansion of 
flowers, and the heavens are the 
natural canopy of man.—What 
would ambition, what would ava- 
rice demand ?—amass around, all 
the wealth of the Indies, place at 
your feet all the crowns of the 
earth, unite in your own person 
every thing that the most venial 
voluptuousness can purchase—- 
beholding a character so elevated, 
you will behold a person torment. 
ed with the void within his heart, 
and wanting a sentiment amidst 
the whole world. 
A. P. K. 


— 


For the Visitor. 


To Miss Lovisa C——trez. 


Tue object of this letter is to 
examine the doubtful points of 
etiquette, and establish the «quivo- 
cal rules of ceremony. In the in- 
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tercourse of polished society, we 


make use of certain signs, some of. 


which are generally understood, 
while others remain in a state of 
uncertainty. Excessive refine- 
ment, and violent sensibility, are 
the favourite passions of the pre- 
sent day ; and a young man’s at- 
tentions to his fair friend are so 
warm and animated, that estima- 
ting them by the old standsrd, a 
lady would certainly mistake, for 
a more tender passion, that species 


-ofattachment which is said to be 


tranquil and constant. Permit 
me, my dear Louisa, to explain 
myself. You know Iam, in ordi- 
nary language, a genteel young 
woman, a fine girl, by many am 
called accomplished, and have had 
several admirers. 


Not long ago, my dear Louisa, 
I became acquainted witha young 
gentlemen, who was somewhat 
sentimental, his mind “ delicate- 
ly refined,’ and though he some- 
times would tell strangers of bis 
writing poetry, yet his compan- 
ions generally allowed him to be 
au sensible man. Immediately af- 
ter his being introduced to me, 
he made me the first object of his 
attention. I acknowledge I took 
pleasure in his regard, and our ac- 
quaintance considered us as attach- 
ed to each other ; and though he 
never made a direct offer, put a 
question, or candidly explained 
his real motive, in visiting me, 

















yet I at first remained happy in 
his evident partiality. But this 
suppression of his motive soon ex- 
cited my jealousy, and a shrewd 
old matron of my acquaintance 
told me, that abandoning 4 for- 
mer friend, in orier to acquire a 
new one, would be parting with 
a certainty for an uncertainty, 
and might terminate in being neg- 
lected by each. Nowagitated by 
several conflicting passions, I gave 
way to a temporary impulse, and 
without giving any reason, shun- 
ned his company, although against 
the general tenor of my _ inclina- 
tions, on which I have since re- 
flected, and now believe that I 
am nearly as much to blame, for 
leaving him, without telling him 
the reason, as he is for reserving 
his motive in keeping my com- 
pany. Thus, my dear Louisa, one 
of the happiest associations is sus- 
pended, not on the merits of the 
case, but on a colatteral point, 
a false construction, a mere fanci- 
fulform! I wish there were a 
a defined course ofattentions point- 
ed out, which might explain, at 
once, to the world, and tothe la- 
dy, who is her lover, and who is 
her friend. In the present unset- 
tled state of the above doubtful 
points, a gentleman, by an acci- 
dental change of partners at a 
ball, or an ill-timed smile at a 
party, may cause the most violent 
palpitations of heart, or trembling 
of nerves, without the least de- 
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Now, dear, if you, or some 
of your correspondents would be 
so kind as to *raw upa list of ci- 
vilities, with their significations, 
it would be of great utility. .I am 
convinced that in a short time, 


. 

sion 

« ‘4 
‘rs . 


you would have the satisfaction 
to see them established as rules of 
conduct: they would be quoted 
in every doubtful case—the ladies 
would have them copied on their 
fans or indispensables, and before 
they bowed, curtsied, smiled, or 
received a suitor, they would pe- 
ruse this inestimable work, and 
ward the evils above recited. 
Iam, 
My dear Louisa, 
Your affectionate 


. 
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VARIETY: 


DP'Dvear 
THE NUTMEG. 


¥ 
AT isa fact, which ought to be 
known to all house-wives, that if 
they begin to grate a nutmeg at 
the stalk end, it will prove hollow 


throughout ; whereas the same [ 


nutmeg, grated from the other 
end, would have proved sound and 
solid to the last. The centre of 
a nutmeg consists of a number of 
fibres, issuing from the stalk, and 


_ 








its continuation through the centre 
of the fruit, the other ends of 
which fibres, though closely sur- 
rounded and pressed by the fruit, 
do not adhere to it.—When the 
stalk is grated away, those fibres, 
having lost their hold, gradually 
drop out, and the nutmeg appears 
hollow : and as more of the stalk 
is grated away, others drop out 
in succession, and the hollow con- 
tinues through the whole nut. By 
begining at the contrary end, the 
fibres above mentioned are grated 
off at their core end, with the sur- 
rounding fruit,and do not drop out 
and cause a hole. Another cir- 
cumstance worth knowing, is, that 
in consequence of the great value 
of theoilof nutmegs, it is often ex- 
tracted from the nuts that aré ex- 
posed to sale, by which they are 
rendered of very little value. To 
ascertain the quality of nutmegs, 
force a pin into them, and if good, 
however dry they may appear, the 
oil will be seen oozing out all 
round the pin, from the compres- 
sion occasioned in the surrounding 
parts. 


¢ 


——— 


An effair of honour was lately 
decided between an attorney’s 
clerk, and a hatter, in the follow- 
ing manner: The partiesyat half 
past seven in the morning, with 
their seconds and a few acqua.int- 
ances, took their ground and fired. 
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The guill-driver fell, clapping his 
hand to his side, and exclaiming— 
the ball had entered his left side. 
The spectators, knowing that the 
the pistols werecharged with pow- 
der only, rushed up to the dying 
hero, to convince him that the 
wound was net mortal. His an- 
tagonist stood mute and trembling 
till he knew the result. One of 
the spectators thrust a butcher's 
steel throuxyh his coat pock- 
et, saying, the ball had only en- 


stunned him, but had taken off 
his left side breec'ies pocket but- 
ton. The pistols were then loaded 
again, and the heroes fired ano- 
ther round ; of course both missed. 
The seconds then interfered, and 
the matter was made up. 


4 
EXTRAORDINARY CIRCUMSTANCE, 


A young woman, who succeed- 
ed ir the occupancy of an apart- 
ment in the house of a Mrs. Han- 
cock, in which apartment she had 
a box, ¢upposed to contain clothes 
and linwzn, which she had not im- 
mediate occasion for. Soon after 
her living there, she complained 
ofan «ffensive smell: that con- 
tinued ; and she even heard, or 
fancied she did, hideous noises. 
This wis so often reitterated, that 





—— 


eee 





it was resolved to open the box, 
and as no key could be found to 
fit it, was broken open, when to 
their surprise and «astonishment, 
the body of an infant, apparently 
of twelve months, nearly in @ 
dried state, presented itself. The 
bowels had been taken out, ahd 
were in a woman’s pocket ; and 
on lifting the body, the head fell 
off. Suspicion immediately fell 


: upon the unhappy girl, whe im- 


mediately confessed it was hers : 
tered there, instead of his side. i: 
He immediately jumped up, and | who gave the box to her, and 
declared that it must have gone : then again her brother, but that 
very near, for it not only had © she knew nothing of the con- 








at first she said it was her father 


tents. She was immediately ta- 
ken into custody, until the event 
of a coroner’s inquest was known. 

A reverend gentleman was late- 
ly charged by a lady of the name 
of Matthews, with violent abuse 
and assault. From the testimony 
of Mrs. Matthews supported by 
some other other witnesses, it ap- 
peared, that the Reverend defend - 
ant had lodged in her house ; and 
being a notable house-wife, and 
somewhat exact in the gloss of 
her mahogany tables, the bright- 
ness of her grates and fenders, and 
the cleanliness of her carpets and 
window curtains, she found her 
lodger’s taste totally different on 
these points ; and after many re- 
monstrances on her past, much 











ee ee 














THE WEEKLY VISITOR. 


239 





, oes 





_ _— 





disagreement and altercation had 
arisen. Mrs. Matthews eternally 
complained of the injury done to 
her furniture and fre-arms; and 
her Reverend inmate, like another 
Socrates, complained of the cease- 
less annoyance of a second Xantip- 
pe. On Sunday afternoon, howev- 
er, the Doctor having returned af- 
ter sermon, Mrs. Matthews procee- 


ded to read him an Evening Lecture | 


on rusty grates, tarnished mahogany, 
and‘sullied carpets and curtains. The 
Doctor, was rather warm in 
his responses. His hostess hecame 
still hotter in her rejoinders, until 
at length the doctor, who was ex- 
ceeding wroth, called his hostess “a 
Brimstone.” Thisspark was instant- 
ly caught in the ¢inder box of Mrs. 
Matthew’s temper, and soon kind- 
led a raging flame, which shortly 
proceeded to that which, in the 


rhetoric of Billingsgate, is called a 


blow up. The Doctor, meek as 
he was in spirit, waxed outra- 
geous in the flesh, and forgetting 


the calmness of 4is cloth, laid vio- - 


lent hands upon the lady, and 
shoved her down stairs ; and for 
this assault she came to demand 
reparation by due course of law.— 
Oa the other hand, the Rev. Gen- 
tleman denied the truth of Mrs. 
Matthew’s statement. But she 
persisted ; and declining all over- 
tures of a pacific nature, the Rev. 
divine was required to comply 
with the usual and necessary form 
of finding security to abide trial, 


~ 








Of late there have been many 
instances women being burnt to 
death, from their clothes acciden. 
tally taking fire. The following 
hints, ifduly attended to, would 
often prevent the accident prov- 
ing fatal. It is generally the low- 
er part of the dress, which catch- 
es fire. Then,;,if, the person re- 
mains in an upright. posture, the 
flame naturly rising upwards, will 
quickly reach the head or stomach, 
and be likely to have fatal effect, 
But if she immediately lay down 
upon the floor, she might in gen- 
eral very easily extinguish the 
flame by rolling herself. Or, ifa 
man be present, he may pull off 
his coat, and with that soon ex. 
tinguish the blaze. If there bea 
hearth rug, it would answer the 
purpose better than almost any 
otherthing. Itis the want of know- 


ing before hand what is proper to 


be done in such a case, that occa- 
sions loss of time, and thereby in- 
crease the mischief, And then 
the violent fright destsoys all pre- 
sence of mind; and makes the 
case become quite desperate, which 


at first might easily have been re- 
medied. 


——_— 
TT 


On Monday afternoon, John 
Lewis Wagner, alias captain John 
Miller, allias John Lewis, was ap- 
prehended at Philadelphia, by John 
Husty, one of the. police officers, 
He was accused of stealing a gold 
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watch from Archibald M‘Gregor 
which was fonnd upon him ina- 
bout an hour after it was missed. 
He was held to bail in two thou- 
sand dollars by squire Keppele ; 
and on not being able to comply, 
was committed to the criminal a- 
partment. This is the person who 
cut so many capers in this city 
lately, and of whom an account 
was published in the Visitor of 
last week. 


yoo 
ee 


The Grand Jury of the City 
and County of New-York, during 
a sitting of nine days, found one 
hundred and forty-eight bills of 
indictment (a greater number than 
were ever found by any former 
grand jury) and passed upon more 
than three hundred cases. 

—. 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

We are constrained, though re- 
iuctantly, to omit the communi- 
eation of * Sarah Celibacy,” merely 
on account of its severe personal 
allusions. Sincerely do we com- 
misserate in her misfortunes, and 
willingly would we administer 
the balsam: of comfort to her af- 
flicted feelings, were it within the 
limits of our duty ; yet as the 
guardians of our publication, it be- 
hoves us to exclude from its bo- 
som the corroding influence of li- 
terary contention. Any commu- 
nication from her, unaccompanied 
by personal prejudice, shall have 


s ready publicity, 


“ Jago” came too late for the 
“23d inst.” and we believe, (with- 
out wounding the feelings of so 
witty a correspondent) for any in- 
stant. 

The orchestra being completely 
filled previous to ‘ Simon Catgut” 
making his appearance, the Jeader 
of the band proposes, (if agreeable 
to his worthy colleague) to give 
him a distinguished place in the 
next concert. 

“ Agnes” in our next. 





The city Inspector reports the death 
of 45 persons, during the week, ending 
on Saturday last. 





————— 





MARRIED, 


On Tuesday evening bythe rev. 
Bishop Moore, /r. Southy Grinclds, 
of Virginia, to Miss Maria Rogers, 
daughter of Mr. Jedediah Rogers, of 
this city. 


On Sunday evening, Mr. Charles 
Stewart, to Miss Ann Pierce, bath of 
this city. 

Tn Bostex an the Oth inst. Mr. Ed- 
avard Cruet, merchant, to Miss E. 8. 
Smith, Daughter of Wm Smith. £59. 

DIED, 
At Claverack on the 8th inst. Mr. 


Uldrick Sewer, a very old and respec- 





table inhabitant ofthat place 3 his age 
is not exactly ascertained but was be 
tween 110 and 120 sears of age. 
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For the Weekly Visiter. 


ON THE 


MORNING OF MARRIAGE, 


H AIL, thou respleadant sun, whose 


geula ray, 


All nature dresses in delightsome 


charms ; 
May nought obscure thee on the hap- 
py day 
Thar gives Muria, blushing, to my 
arms. 


May happiness on each revolving year 
Return, and prove as pleasing as on 
this ; 
And may thy majesty, bright Sol, ap- 
pear 
The omnious presage of my future 
bliss. 


Then shall I joyful evr bless the hour 
That Hymen first his bands of azure 


cwin’d; , 
And bowing, own the goodness of that 
power, 
That ferm’d an Eve, the parent of 
mankind, 


Oh may my moments glide with sweet- 
est joy, 
May pleasure dwell! in the bymenial 
frain ; 








And may no strife my happiness alloy, 
Or jealousy infuriate the brain. 


Then will ! happy greet the day that 
rose 

To give Maria to my fend embrace ; 

Aad with her, on each placid evening's 


close, 
In retrospection this sweet morn re- 
trace, 2 
AsPaAsIA. 
= 


FOR THE VISITOR. 


HOPE, 
q 
WJWERT Hope, I love thy flow’ry 
paths to tread, 

To bind my brows with thy unfading 
greens, 

To hear thy light notes steal along the 
glade, 

And gaze with rapture on thy distant 
scenes. 


Uulike the cruel world's deceitful 
smile, 

Thou cheer’st us still when friends are 
far away, 

Thou sooth’st our road, thou soften’st 
every tcil, 


And oft, too oft, thou art our only stay. 


Tost toand fro on life’s tempestuous 
sea, 

My shatter’d bark the sport of every 
wind, 

No star I have,no helm, no guide, but 
thee; 

Thou still’st the waves, thou sooth’st 
my fearful mind, 

And whisper’st sweetly after every 


blast, 
That I shall reach some friendly port 
at last. V.D.A, 
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For the Weekly Visite, 


TO ROSALINE. 


Haa I, my charmer, all the gold 


That earth’s unfathom’d caverns hold, 
And every gem that ocean’s wave 

In secret views, and loves to lave— 
Jewels of gold and silver, more 

Than queen e’er wish’d, or sultan wore, 
Or fond Aarabian fan’d in tales 

Of sapphire waves and diamond vales, 
I vow by this enchanting kiss— 

Nay, had I ten times more than this, 
All worlds of wealth of every sort, 
You should be ne’er the richer for’t. 


PHILOMEL. 
PR 
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LINES, 


ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY, 
With 
A BEAUTIFUL SPRIG OF MYRTLE. 


G O, happy myrtle, to my Charlote’s 


breast— 
Emblem of friendship, there forever 
rest: 

With fond attention, and with tender 
care, ' 
She'll place thee in her gentle bosom 

fair. 


Express to her, with each dear leaf that 
grows, 

The undissembled language which she 
knows; 

Tho’ long a stranger, still a heart sin- 


cere, 
Willeend the willing tribute of a tear- 





Excuse the cald effusions of my heart, 

I know, dear Charlotte, you will take a 
part, 

And this sweet myrtle in your bosom: 
place, | 

Which time and distance never will 
erase, 


The lovely image of my Charlottedear 
Declare these lines I write sincere, 


| "That sympathy which flows, will never 


cease, 
Knowing her bosom is the place of 


peace. 
LEANDER. 


ee 
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THE PARTING. 
Ox why, my Mary, grieve to part? 


Your friends will prove sincere, 
Altho’ behind you've left your heart, 
I’ve still your image here. 


Tho’ Henry bade the sad adieu, 
"Twas easy to perceive 

His eyes, his heart, was fix'd on you~ 
Then do not let it grieve. 


Those lovely prospects in our view, 
They please but to deceive ; 
Its all we ask—vet sad “ adieu,” 
Will raise our feelings past reprieve. 
ALBERT. 
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